94                        I    GO   WEST
I was a little surprised. This woman was a
problem. What did she really want ? Were we
speaking the same language ? Who was she ? In
the dimly lit street, it was difficult to say.
" All right/' I said and waited for her next move.
She asked me if I realty wanted breakfast and 1 saicl
"No." She hailed a cab. I gave the address....
and when I switched on the light in my apartment,
I could already hear the familiar voice of the con.
cierge asking in the morning whether breakfast was
for one or for two.
On the way home I had hinted that there was to
be no financial aspect in this adventure. I had put
it somewhat tactfully by saying that I had to get up
early as I was short of cash and would have to
borrow from a friend in order to square my bill. I
thought that would disillusion her if she thought I
was rich. But I felt small when she opened her bag
and pulled out three thousand-franc notes and
offered one to me.
The only way out then was to feel insulted at
the suggestion that I would accept money from a
woman ! It was embarrassing for both of us, but I
had brought it upon myself by being unduly
cautious. Security! She lifted her glance from
her bag, and as the street lamps shone on and off
on her face, I could just decipher a faint smile on her
face, and she said : "I am not trying to insult you.
You said yofc were going to borrow from a friend,